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(Boogie-woogie)

"In 1917 Dochez and Avery....* Oh, but how the deuce can you stsrt
a2 boogle-woogie bhallad that way.....Well, masybe, - Doches rhymes with
bouguet or 0.K., (Juta) and Avery with savory (hot chal) so let!s have

a try.
(Boogie-woogle)

Oh, in 1917 Joches and Avery, rhythm seotion of King Cole's
band, got the jiférs out of Hew York's best-knewn jitterbugs,
[ReuUnOCosous, N specus, meumoccecus, I, II, IIX, IV, 388.

(Boogie-woogle)

They found it in the tug:' omn soup, they found it in theld tea,
they found it in the patients' blood, thay found it in theirwww.sait a
ninute, - nol "he test had fsiled, the tube stayed elesr,

{¥o boogle-woogie this verse -
“t, Louis Blues)

Oh, but Miss Reffmen - or maybe it ween't ¥iss Foffman - had
made » mlstake end slipped over u vase fro the wrong patient, and
when the right vase was tested, bingol There was a proeipltate that
hit you in the eye——we got you that time, jittsrbugs, I in mnti-I,
IT in anti-XI, IIT in anti-III (hot chal what a jam-cessionttl). "In

1917 Uoches and Averyli”
| {Boogie-woogle)

Oh, h-adashes in the media room: soup, scup for the bugs, soup
for the Jitterbugs, grow ‘em, grow more of 'em, mow 'em down, soak 'em,
stew 'em, scuse ths julce, alcohol, lots of it, cut comes e little grey
stuff, slap it in & vial {hot chal)

{ Boogle-woogie)

Now we gyve up to the old seventh floors In the southwest
corner was a pesceful room whe(e the blood-houndsz stuyed, at leust
until the Boston boat came by in tho afternoon - yosh, look, see 1% —
coming now! 'way down the river -~ time to go homw then Donini€ 7
and ¥rz, UGates, bless their souls, needed a work-llp, snd a guy nemed ’(
¥iohael learned some Mochem, helping Bd Stillman snd Bill Palwer lock
for sugar ani worse.

{Boogie-woogie)



--2--

Yell, 1t a8 peouce with Vap in angd wts Van's a varatus

going book-a~beek {get thst rhythm?), Jimny ¥elll's stogle
suoke-screens ( M 'w! and, boy, what s tons to these tomomster:,
and heroglobin, hmoglobin hemoglobin, bv the poundl

{ Zoogle-woogie)

And then, 'Fes: would bring his viel with the gray stuff sad st:ond
by this guy Vichael pressing down hemoglobin crystals by the hour,
and droons "It'g the 888, though it's still & mess, but ok, boy, 1t's
terrifie snd, belleve me, 1i's specifiol® (Hot chel)

(%agimah)

But the bloodhounrds needed heme and the dleedhounds needed ylobin,
and Michael prosthetically shook hiz head and sadly saids "Come again,
'Fess, when I've clesned up this ness, and the brom crejscl green turns
blue,"

(Let?s put in snother Blues, here)

Oh, the months went by =nd at lemg last the buffer state wus won,
ths hemo-zlobal war was done, and 'Fess brought his visl with the gray
stuff and firaly saids "Oet in the groove, Nichsel, get on the move, let's
get hep to old 888, so

“w made me what I an M,
I hope he's satiasfied,”
Ke did some sending om the stuff,
tPess toock me for a polysaccha~ridel
{Boogiewwoogle)
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